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looking person, about forty, I should say, and it
was quite time he had a shave. There was a queer
elfin glint in his blue-grey eyes beneath the shaggy
yellow brows and matted hair, that made me
want to know what he was doing. So I asked
him, and after he had coughed a good deal and
regarded Jack's disdainful expression with hu-
morous comprehension, he told me.
And the gist of it was that, quite apart from a
game lung, as he called it, he had to be on the
move* Now and again, as he talked, his elbows
on his knees, he played a bar or perhaps a whole
air, on his whistle. Very sweet in the still of
the evening, with the lazy waves climbing over
the black rocks below, and gurgling back again
in white foam. Yes, he came down hereabouts
every winter. "I travel for me 'ealih,** he ex-
plained, with a sidelong elfin smile* "The doctor
up in *Artlepool, *e ses, 'You ought to save a
warmer climet,* 'e ses. Doctor's orders, you see*
So I gets a ship in the Tyne an* down I comes*
The Second, *e 'as no use for me. Seconds never
do *ave, I may say, 'tween you an* me an* the
captain's wife. Seconds are funny blokes, I can
tell you."
**Yes,!> I admit* pensively* "I know they are.
Fve been one for three years."
"You!" He put his tin whistle on the grass
and regarded me with naked wonder* "Well,,
Gawd blimsy! *0w was I to know?*' he com-